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Author's Notes: 


| really hope you like this, twitch. A very late entry, on Christmas morning no less! My first Ficmas fic. Do be 
gentle. Merry Christmas, y'all. 


| looked around me at the roaring crowd, my fellow musicians downstage, headbanging for all they were worth 
and then some. The crowd-provided vocals to "| Don't Care" always went down a treat, | thought. Seeing as | 
couldn't sing a note, | loved them, and even if | could, the guys would never let me. What d'you call a guy 
hangs around with musicians? A drummer. One should never let them near a mic. Casting a glance down at the 
setlist taped to the top of my kick drum, | noted both the next song - one, two, three, four, in on one - and 


that | was soaked in sweat. 


Wearing white had not been a good idea. When was it ever? | smiled - the front row enjoy it, I'll bet - and 
looked over to where the other three members were resting, waiting for Eicca to strike the opening note. The 
rest, as they said, would follow. 


And follow it did. | snuck a quick glance at my drumming demon, mind wandering to how his shirt was almost 
transparent with sweat. My hands played on, while my mind played in higher planes. What | could do to that 
body.. how it would respond.. the sounds Mikko would make under me... or on top of me - either was good. | 
grunted, focusing as Paavo dug a sharp jab to my ribs. "I know that look" he mouthed, jerking his head towards 
the crowd. 


Focus, you have a job to dol 


| bent my head and played on, Perttu and Paavo doing likewise. The end of the gig couldn't come soon enough. 


| threw the sticks down half an hour later, grabbing the rag on the floor beside my kit - it had once been a 
towel - and wiped off. Jumping down and going to take a bow, | looped an arm around Eicca's sweating 
shoulders, and leaned in. 


"| saw. | know." 
| felt Eicca swallow, and grinned, bowing again for the audience, and headed offstage. 


A sharp rap sounding on my dressing room door not a moment after I'd kicked it shut, | choked, spat water 
out and wrenched the door open. 

"What the fu-" 

"Move!" Eicca snarled, shoving me into the room. 

"Jesus, Eicca, wha-" 

"Shut it." 

"What did | do?" 

"This!" Eicca tugged at my still-wet shirt, pulling it off. "Hmm?" 
| shivered, cold but glad to be rid of the garment. "Yesssss..." 
"You knew what it would do." 

"| didn't think" 

"Admit it, you knew." 

"| knew." | breathed, surrendering. 


"OF course you knew, whore. You knew." 


Eicca throwing the soaked shirt aside, he took in the contours of my body. | shivered under the chilling sweat, 
Eicca's staring really not helping matters. 

"What?" 

Eicca leaned over to run his finger from neck to abdomen, following a sweat droplet. 


"You." 


My mind went blank as Eicca's lips touched mine, his warm hands roaming on my damp flesh. The cellist, still 
soaking from the gig, and certainly not the heavier of us, still did a damned good job of pinning me between his 
body and the wall, pushing a thigh between my legs. | had no chance. | didn't want a chance. 


| didn't notice the door still open and Perttu coming by. | went willingly as Eicca backed me to the sofa in the 
room, moaning when Eicca shoved me down. 

"Now, listen. If you don't want this-" 

"| do!" 

"| thought so, what with the eye you were givin’ me." he growled. | shivered, Eicca's laugh in my ear as he 
climbed on top of me. Eicca glanced up, lifting an eyebrow but saying nothing when he saw. | saw nothing, 


writhing and thrusting under Eicca's weight. 


Perttu stepped inside the room, leaving the door open He knelt on the floor, watching us together. 
"Eicca... Eicca, please..." 

"What, my pretty?" He stroked a finger down my neck, enjoying how | arched into his touch. 
"Mmm, you want this?" 

"Yes!" | gasped. 

"Mmm, you want Perttu to watch?" 

"What?!" 


| almost screeched, twisting to look, and | moaned, surrendering to Perttu as he fondled my cock. 

"You don't mind, do you?" 

Perttu squeezed lightly; | groaned. Neither noticed Eicca getting shot of my socks. I'd kicked off my sneakers. 
"Legs up!" 

"What-" 


"You said you want this.” 
| nodded, thrusting desperately. 


"Up!" This time with a sharp smack to my ass. 
"Yessss... oooohhhhh..." 

"You like it?" 

"Uuuhhhh!" 

"Slut. Get out of your shorts." 


| stumbled to my feet to strip the rest of the way, cheeks burning. | shouldn't like this, | shouldnt want this. 
But oh god | do. | do. 


"Knees. Now." 


| slid to my knees on the hard floor, naked. He smacked me gently."Pretty. This works for you, doesn't it? You 
get off on this." 


Maybe. He laughed, a dark sound that sent my blood singing. The door remained open. 


